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The Biftorie of 

He made a bladiing citali of hiaifeifc. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace, ' 

As if he mallred there a doule (pint 
Of teaching, and oflearning inftantly : 

There did he paufe, but let me tell the world? 

If he out-liuetheenuie of this day, 

England did neuer owe fo fwette a hope. 

So much mifeonftred in his wantonneire. 

Hot, Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his follies: neuer did Iheare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty : 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 

That he (hall Ihrinke vndcr my courtefic 

Arme, arme with fpeede,and fellowes Souldiersf,riends, 

Better conlider what you haue to doe, 

That Ithat haue not well thegift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwafion. Enter a Meffeuget, 

Mejf. My Lord, here are Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort. 

To fpend that fhortnefle bafely,werc too long : 

If life did ride vpon a Dials poynt, 

Still ending a^the arriuali of an hower. 

And if he liuc,\veliueto tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, whenPrinces die with vs, 

Mow for our Confcienees, the armes is faire, 

When the intent for bearing them is iuft, Enter another. 

Meff. My Lord, prepare, the Kingcomcs on a pace. 

Hot. 1 thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale: 

For 1 profclfe not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doe his beft ; and hearc drawla Sword, 

Whofe temper 1 intend to (tame 

With the bed blood thathlcan meet withall. 

In the aduenture of this perillous day. 

Now efperance Percy , and fet on, 

Sound all the lofcie inftruments ofwarre. 

And by that mulicke, let vs all imbrace, 



ll 



Henry the Fourth. 

For heauen to earth, fomeofvs neuer lliail 

Afecondtimedoefuchacurtefie. . , ,, 

Heere they embrace, the Trump/ts found, the Kmg enters mthhts 
power, alar me to the Eat tell : then enter Dowglas, and fir Walter 

Blunt, What is thy name that in Battel thus thou croireft me? 
What honour doft thou feeke vpou my head ? 

Dow. Know then my name is Dowglas, 

And I doe haunt thee in the battell thus, 

Becaufefome tell me, that thou art a King* 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Dow. The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thy likenelle, for in (lead of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him,fo (hall it thee, 

Vnlelle thou yeeld thee as a prifoner. 

Blunt. I was not borne to yeeld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou (halt find a King that will reuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Dowglas kilsElunt , then enters Hotjpur. 

Hot. O Dowglas,\\adi\ thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumpht ouer a Scot. 

T>ow. A Is done, als won, heere breathlelle lies the King. 

Hot. Where? Dew. Heere. 

Hot, This Dowglas? No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Blunt j 
Semblably furniflitlike the King himfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dow, Nowby my Sword, I will kill all his Coates, 

He murder all his Wardrope piece by piece, 

Vntilll meet the King. Hot. Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers (land fullfairely for the day, 
oAlarme, enter Falfialffe Joins. 

Faff. Though I could fcape (hot-free at London, hfeare the 
fiiothecre, heere’snofcoringbutvponthepate. Soft, who are 
you? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s honour for you,heere’s no vanitie, 
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